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jug little epistle, in Latin verse, by 
M. Van Brnam, entitled, the Insta- 
bility of Human Happiness. It re- 
cords — a man and his wife, who had 
lived together ten years, happy in 
each other's aflectious, and in '■the 
education of an only son.- Thev 
Were all seized at the same time 
with the sroall-pox, The disease 
assumed a malignant aspect. At 
length it attained its height; and 
in the morning the son died — at 
noon, the wife — and at night, he 
who the day before was a beloved 
and loving husband, and affectionate 
father. 

ANCIEMT RECORDS. 

hfany facts transmitted to us ip 
verse, are not on this account the 
less authentic. It may be said per- 



haps that we are not to expect historic 
accuracy in poets : and jt must be 
confessed, that we find in them mar- 
vellous tales, exaggerations, and a 
mixture of truth and falsehood, which 
are ascribable to the ignorance and 
bad taste of the times. Bnt almo* 
as much may b$ objected to the con> 
temporary chronicles in prose ; yet 
this is not a safficieqt reason for 
rejecting indiscriminately the faru 
recorded ir) them, when we ipay 
presug;e they are true at the bottom, 
and only require to, be strippieij of 
certain accompaniments that savour 
of the fabulous, and of every thing 
that ajjpears hyperbolical and impro- 
bable, to rSjuce tbeqi to their orifj^r 
nal simplicity. 



ORIGINAL POETRY. 



WOMAN. 

»»0M fat WORKS or james stv^ht, 
(jDST fubliiucd). 

VV HEN half creation's works were done, 
Just formed the stars, the glowing sun, 

And softly blushing skies ; 
And wide across earth's dewy lawn 
Gleamed the first glances of the dawn. 

And flowers began to rise : 

Clad in her robe of tender green, 
Nature delighted viewed the scene. 

Pleased with each novel form ; 
And from each sweetly-op'ning flower. 
From hiil and vale and shady bower, 

She culle4 soin« lovely chario. 

Soft o'er the Jily's glowing white, 
"Tinged vfith thie trembling ray of ligl^, 

She shed the rose's flush; 
Jiist as the first-born morning gale. 
Light-breathing o'er the spicy vale, 

Deepened its virgin blush. 

She drew the diamond from the mine. 
And lustre from the stars that shine 
Amid the cloudless sky j 



An^ purest pearls, obscurely tpr«^4a 
In ocean's dark and gloomy bed. 
Remote from mortal ere. 

She took th^ balmy vi'let's blue, 
The sweet carnation's mellow hue. 

Rich with the tear of night ; 
"Though the young beam of rising d^ 
Had melted half that tear away. 

In the first stream of light. 

^^d now in elegance arrayed, 
Her last, her fairest work she made, 

Almost a seraph's frame : 
To animate tliis form was g^ven 
A gentle spirit sent from heaveq. 

And Wai4AN was her name. 

Then oil her ^aftly-smiling face 
She lavished every wimiing grace, 

And every charm was there ( 
^pon her eye, the vi'let's blue. 
Upon her cheek, the rose's huf ; 

The lily every where. 

Yes, on that eye was seen to nfaj 

The lustre of the stellar ray, ■ 

The di^moad't humid glow I 
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iShe threw, to fofin her Ijosom's globe, 
fife's tender flash and Beauty's robe. 
On wreaths of virgin snow. 

Then Woman's lips in smiles withdrew 
Their veils of rich carnation hue. 

And pearls appeared beneath ; 
And blest Arabia seemed to pour 
The perfumes of its spicy store, 

To mingle with her breath. 

Hark! hark, she speaks, and silver strains 
Melodious floating o'er the plains, 

A nameless joy impart! 
The Nightingale hath caught the tone. 
And made that melting voice his own. 

That vibrates on the heart. 

Fond Nature cast her glance ground 
The glowing sky, the flow'ry ground. 

The day-diffi)sing sun ; 
On Woman last, her darling child. 
She gazed ; and said, with accen( mild, 

" Creation's work is done." 



de;.oura. 

Tke author ef the fiUtnv'ng fotm never (Ost hir 
parents five thi/lingi in her education, SAe 
tfiughi herself at jive years «/ age to read the 
£i6U. Her genius is exceeded ^y her modesty^ 
and she has tvith'held^ even from her friends y 
productions vjhkh ivwld have doae honour tfi 
any pen, M.L. 

Come, my Eliza, — ^the returning Spring 

O'er earth's fair bosom spreads her dewy 
wing; 

The flowers expand, gay verdure clothes 
the mead. 

And music warbles through the thicken- 
ing shade. 

Come, and with me, at least in fancy, rove 

O'er the brown mountain, through th' um- 
brageous grove, 

Thro' winding vales, where streams innu- 
nierous play. 

And woods whose shade exclude the solar 
ray. 

Where'er we turn, new scenes of beauty 
rise. 

In swift succesMon to our raptur'd eyes ; 

Mountain on mountain, in rich robes ar- 
ray'd. 

The promised harvest and luxuriant mead, 

O, for the musp, which in mellifluous 
strains, 

Pourtray'd the beauties of thy fiative 
plains i 



Charms more tlwn nature gave ier lines 
display, 

My theme must sink beneath the droop- 
ing lay. 

But, hark ! what sound my listening ear 

invades ! 
Rolls not a torrent through yon darkening 

shades i 
Yes, 'tis the stream in story fsjned so long, 
And still the theme of many a rural song; 
The mighty stream*, by thousand rivuTeu 

fed. 
How colls majestic o'er its rocky bed. 
But when increas'fl by fierce autumnal 

showers. 
O'er the rough rock precipitant it pours, 
While wild with rage it dashes either shore, 
Thi-'woods rebellow to the torrent's rojr. 
Thf re massy rpcks, from their foundation's 

torn. 
In shatter'd fragments by the flood are 

borne. 
Here (he tall oak, so long the mountain's 

pride, 
Dash'4 frojn its seat, is wheUn'd beneath 

the tide ; 
No more opposing mounds its rage restrain, 
|t bursts the bank, and deluges the plain. 
While the pale peasant from the moun- 
tain's brow. 
Sees rujn rolling tbrougit the vales below. 

Hither, Eliza, turn thy wondering eyes, 
High o'er the flood see the cleft mountaia 

rise; 
Abrupt it rises! — should the mountain deer 
Or wandering goat, plant their light foot- 
steps here. 
The turf, unfaithful to their weight, would 

And bear them headlong to the gulTs be- 

low. 
Sure 'twas' the hand of desolation tore 
Thee from thy seat, and placed thee oa 

the shore. 



* The river Delour rises amid the Qiieen's 
Countymountains. On one side risesahill of 
considerable height, which looks as if it 
had been cleft in two by some convulsion 
of nature, and one half thrown on the 
bank of the river,fromthe surface of which 
it rises almost perpendicular, but on the 
other side slopes oflf gradually. A grove 
on the summit shades the torrent below. 
This spot for ages bears the title of (l^e 
Lover's Leap. 



